Mathilde had with her the Bison, Jean-Francois and three men of
the combat groups* They are all fanatically devoted to Mathilde.
They came close to succeeding, but a charge of die S.S. broke
their attack. They fell back. A chase through the streets. Our men
took to the roofs. Gunplay from behind chimneys. Several Germans
killed but they got two of ours. The Bison and another wounded
were caught. Mathilde and Jean-Francois succeeded in escaping.
Mathilde has only aggravated little Madeleine's situation, and for
a mere liaison agent she has broken up a whole combat group.
And we have lost the Bison.

Leroux has showed me a clandestine paper which I did not
know. It is a hostages' paper. It is called, "Le Patriote du Camp
de V." a little rag of a paper got out by hand. It has appeared
four 4imes. Each of the four numbers is in a different handwriting.
There has been a lot of shooting at the Camp of V.

There are two poems in one of these numbers, written by a
boy of nineteen, a worker. Between the writing of the two he
was sentenced to death.

Here is the first:

Goodbye, old comrade, goodbye
You were just seventeen, but mere youth
Stirs no pity In men so uncouth',
Those killers doomed you to die.

You were not afraid of death.
With a brave, defiant glance,
And a cry of "Long live France^
My comrade, you gave your last breath.

The fire is gone from your eye
And we who in prison remain
To avenge you shall break loose again,
Goodbye, old comrade, goodbye,

Here is the second:

All of us are communists
And now for having shouted so
Our names are on the sombre lists
Of those who to the gallows go.
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